CHAPTER    II

THE  GERMAN   CAULDRON

I AM not setting out to write a political book. But it
is impossible to understand Hitler and the tumultuous
upheavals that carried him to the top of the German
cauldron without knowing something of the pestilen-
tial atmosphere that prevailed in the conquered and
ruined Reich, and the obscure forces and the blood-
shed that ravaged it.

The past was in ruins, the present shattered, the
future without hope* Such, at least, was our convic-
tion when we finally became aware of the tragic
impotence of the men put into power by the so-called
revolution of 1918.

The Kaiser had fled. The victorious Allies believed
that they had replaced the hated regime of Wilhelm

II with a model government more democratic than
their own. But in reality nothing had changed behind
the illusory fagade, except that suffering and want
had turned men into wild beasts.

I think of my old comrade Holler van den Bruck, the
Rousseau of the German Revolution (he committed
suicide on the day he realized that Hitler had betrayed
his ideas), with whom, immediately after the Treaty of
Versailles, I founded the June Club for the purpose of
the resurrection of Germany. cWe have lost the War/
he said to me, 'but we shall win the Revolution.'

26